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methodical and colorless in its rou-
tlne to the verge of dreariness.

When he was not at the government
proving grounds on Sandy Hook he
remained in his room at Lansing's,
doggedly forcing himself into the only
alternate occupation sufficient to dull
the sadness of his mind—the prepara-
tion of a history of British military
organization in India and its possible
spplication to present conditions in the
£'hilippines.

He had given up going out—made no
further pretense—and Boots let him
alone.

Once a week he called at the Ge-
rards’, spending most of his time while

there with the children. Sometimes he !

saw Nina and Elileen, usnally just re-
turned or about to depart for some
function, and his visit, as a rule, ended
with a cup of tea alone with ‘Austin
and a quiet cigar in the library.

® * » * * * e

The elopetnent of Gerald and Gladys

made & splash in the social puddle.
Eileen, loyal, but sorrowfully amaz-

ed at her hrother’s exclusion of her in |
slowly over- |

- such a crisis, became
whelmed with the realization of her
loneliness and took to the seclusion of
her own voom, feeling tearful and
abandoned and very much like a very
little girl whese heart was becoming
far too full of all sorts of sorrows.

Nina "misunderstood her, finding her
lying on her bed, bher pale face pil-
lowed in her hair.

“Only horridly ordinary people will
believe that Gerald wanted her mon-
ey,” sald Nina, “as though an Erroll
considered such matters at all or need-

. ed to. Boots is a dear. Do you know
what he’s done?”

S“What?" asked Eileen listlessly, rais-
ing the back of her slender hand from
Ber eyes to peer at Nlna through the
glimmer of tears.

“Well, he and Phil have moved out
of Boots’ “house, and Boots has wired

- Gerald and Gladys that the house is |

ready for them until they can find a
place of their own. Of course they'll

both come here. In fact, their Iuggage}

is upstairs now. Boots takes the blue
Toom -and Phil his old quarters. But
don’t you think it is perfectly sweet of
Boots? And isn't it gocd to have Philip |
back again?’

“Yes,” said Eileen faintly.

Nina laid a cool, smooth hand across .
her forehead, pushing back the hair, a |

light caress sensitive as an unasked.

guestion.

But there was no response, and pres-

| ently the elder woman rose and went

oct along the landing, and Eileen
heard her laughingly greeting Boots,
who had arrived posthaste on learning
that Drina was indisposed.

“Don’t be frightened. The little
wretch carried tons of indigestible
stuff to her room and sat up half the
night eating it. Where's Philip?”

“I don’t know. Here’s a special de-
filvery for him. I signed for it and
brought it from the house.
Bere from the Hook soon, I fancy.”

Half an hour later Drina was asleep,
Bolding fast to Boots’ sleeve, and that
Young gentleman sat in a chair beside
her discussing with her pretty mother
the plans made for Gladys and Gerald
on their expected arrival,

Eileen, pale and heavy lidded, looked
in on her way to some afternoon af-
fair, nodding unsmiling at Boots.

“Have you been rifiing the pantry,
tco?” he whispered. “You lack your
usual chromatic symphony.”

“No. I'm just very tired.
wasn’'t physically afraid of Drina I'd

get you to run off with me—anywhere. |

What is that letter, Nina? For me?”

“It’s for Phil. Boots brought it
around. Leave it on the library table,
dear, when you go down.”

Eileen took the letter and turned |

away. A few moments later as she
laid it on the library table her eyes
involuntarily noted the superseription

written in the long, angular, fashiona- |

ble writing of a woman.

And slowly the inevitable questionl

took shape within her.
How long she stood there she did

not know, but the points of her gloved |
fingers were still resting on ‘he table |
and her gaze was still concentrated on |

the envelope when she felt Selwyn’s
presence in the room, near, close, and |
Yooked up into his steady eyes—and
knew he loved her.

And suddenly she broke down, for
with his deep gaze in hers the over
wrought specter had fled. '
«*“What is it?’ he made out to say,

managing also to keep his hands off |

ber where she sat, bowed and quiver-
ing by the table.
“N-nothing—a—a
now—nearly over.
other women writing you—and I—out-

little crisis—over

tawed—tongue tied. Don’t look at me: |

£o0i’'t wait. I—I am going out.”
He went to the window, stood a mo-
ornt, eame back to the table, took his

foiior and walked slowly” n,;lm to the

window.

After awhile he heard the rusile of
her gown as she left the room,
little later he straightened
his hand across his

up.

“roke the seal.

It was from one of the nurses, Miss
_asson, and shorter than usual:
~» “Mrs.” Ruthven is physically in per-
fect health, hut vesterday we noted

ok
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“Later I found her writing a letter
at my desk. She left it unfinished
when she went to drive, a mere scrap.
I thought it best to inclose it, which I
do herewith.”

The inciosed he opened:

“Phil, dear, though I have been very
fll, I know you are my own hugband.
All the rest was only a child’s dream
of terror.”

And that was all, only this scrap,
firmly written in the easy flowing hand
he knew so well. He studied it for a
moment or two, then resumed Miss
Casson's letter:

“A man stopped our sleigh yester-
day, asking if he was not speaking to
Mrs. Ruthven. I was a trifle worried
and replied that any communication
for Mrs. Ruthven could be sent to me-

“That evening two men—gentlemen
apparently—cameé to the bouse and
asked for me. I went down to receive

He'll be .

If 1/

-

It was that letter— |

and a |
passed |
tired eyes and, |
" lonking down at the letter in his hand. |

{them. One was a Dr. Mallison; the
| other said his name was Thomas B.
{ Hallam, but gave no business address.
| “When I found that they had come
without your knowledge and authority
I refused to discuss Mrs. Ruthven’s
condition, and the one who said his
name was Hallam spoke rather per-
emptorily and in a way that made me
think he might be a lawyer.

“They got nothing out of me, and
they left when I made it plain that I
had nothing to tell them.

“I thought it best to let you know
about this, thongh I personally cannot
guess what it might mean.”

Selwyn turned the page:

“One other matter worries Miss
Bond and myself. The revolver you
sent us at my request has disappear-
ed. We are nearly sure Mrs. Ruthven
has it—you know she once dressed it
as a doll, calling it her army doll—but
now we can't find it. She has hidden
it somewhere—out of doors in the
shrubbery, we think—and Miss Bond
and I expect to secure it the next time
she takes a fancy to have all her dolls
out for a ‘lawn party.’

“Dr, Wesson says there is no danger
of her doing any harm with it, but
wants us to secure it at the first oppor-
tunity.”.

He turned the last page. On the
other side were merely the formula of
leave taking and Miss Casson's signa-
ture.

For awhile he stood in the center of
the room, head bent, narrowing eyes
fixed; then he folded the letter, pock-
! eted It and walked to the table where
a directory lay.

He found the name, Hallam, very
easily—Thomas B. Hallam, lawyer,
| Junior in the firm of Spencer, Boyd &
Hallam.. They were attorneys for Jack
Ruthven. He knew that.

Mallison he also found—Dr. James
| Mallison, who, it appeared, conducted
some sort of private asylum on Long
‘Island. What was Ruthven after?
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UTHVEN was after his
divorce. That was what
it all meant. His first
check on the long trail
came with the stupefy-
ing news of Gerald's
runaway marriage to
the young girl he was

laying hils own plans to marry some
day in the future, and at first the news
staggered him, leaving him apparently
no immediate incentive for securing
his freedom.

But Ruthven instantly began to real-
ize that what he had lost he might
not have lost had he been free to
shoulder aside the young fellow who
had forestalled hins. The chance had
passed—that particular chance. But
he’d never again allow himself to be
caught in a position where such a
chance could pass him by because he
was not legally free to at least make
the effort fo seize it.

Fear in his 'soul had kept him from
! blazoning his wife’s infirmity to the
world as cause for an action against
her, but he remembered Neergard’s
impudent cruise with her on the Nio-
brara, and be had temporarily settled
on that as a means to extort revenue.
{ not intending such an action should
ever come to trial. And then he
lezrned that Neergard had gone to
pieces. That was the second check.

Ruthven needed money. He needed
it because he meant to put the ocean
betwween himself and Selwyn before
commencing any suit, whatever ground
he might choose for entering such a
| suit. ¥le required capital on which to
| 1ive abroad during the proceedings if
that could oe legally arranged. And
| meanwhile, preliminary to any plan of
campaizn, he desired to know where
| his wife was and what might be her
actnal phvaieal and mental condition._

| ; iTo be euvnunv ..

Yoa WANT a cook
Yor WANT a :itnation
You WANT help

Yo1 WANT to selt
Toa WANT to buy

Use the eclassified
. column of

THE NEWS.

Good Humor' and Business.
A man withcut a smiling face must
aot open a shep. —Chinese Zroverh
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ANTI-NOISE LEADER‘

Even Paris Admires Mrs. Rice and
Yearns For Her Help.

Three years ago Mrs. Rice of New
York city started an aggressive cam-
paign to quell the excessive noises of
urban life, and she is at present pres-
ident of the association incorporated
since then under the name of the So-
ciety For the Suppression of Excessive
Noise. A tour of Europe has con-
vinced her that in this matter, as in so
many others, the people of America
are far ahead of the rest of the world,

‘With the exception ot a branch so-
ciety in London, up to the time of the
establishment of her society there was
no association in existence with a
similar object, so far as she could
learn. People in Europe were inter-
ested in her work, and some of them,
inclined to be critical at first, are now
studying the subject with the intent
of following her lead.

One of the most ardent admirers of
her anti-noise campaign is the German
writer, Professor Theodor Lessing,

who has published a book entitled
“Larm” (“Noise”). He has shown his
interest in a practical way and has
established in Munich a similar so-
ciety, which bhad its first meeting not
long ago. He Invited Mrs. Rice to be-
come its president and was greatly
disappointed that her work in New
York will prevent her accepting.

The officials of the city of Rotterdam
are discussing the establishment of a
similar organization, and the newspa-
pers devoted columns of description
and praise to her work while she was
there,

When Mrs. Rice reached Paris she
found that the fame of the anti-noise
society had long preceded her. Jour-
nalists visited her and were enthusi-
astic to the point of hysteria over her
idea. One newspaper writer apostro-
phized her:

“When you have finished calming
the American tumult come to us, coine
to Paris, for we have need of your aid.
In Paris the tumult grows day by day.
Come, oh, come! Try to obtain from
our authorities permission to suppress,
above everything else, the use of the
strings of clanging bells which disfig
ure the necks of the cab horses. The
sound of those bells is rendering us
gradually foolish—idiots, neurotics. By
and by we shall all be in asylums.
Think of that, Mrs. Isaac L. Rice!
Think of that and hurry up! We sim-
ply cannot wait, for it is absolutely
true that if the present uproar con-
tinues much longer Paris itself will
be only a great hospital!”

Mrs. Rice brought back in her trunk
a few strings of the cab horse bells.
which she rang as an accompaniment
while she laughingly translated the
appeal.

A Professor’'s Viewpoint.

The last contribution to woman vivi-
section is from Professor W. T. Thom-
as of Chicago university. In a number
of the American Magazine the author
of “Sex and Society,” after giving an
excellent resume of the evolution of
the human animal from the standpoint
of the biologist and the aunthropologist,
indulges, as is now customary, in the
unmerciful and not uniformly logical
dissecting of modern man’s mate, Al-
though a certain degree of scientific
fairness is dealt her both in the au-
thor's premises and in his conclusion,
and he at least concedes that woman
is the same dnimal as man, he never-
theless deals with modern woman
much after the manner of his predeces-
S0rs.

For instance, he accuses her of cun-
ning and hypocrisy (would not these
qualities in man have become shrewd-
ness and diplomacy?), of vanity ap-
plied to her woeing instincts, although
he frankly admits that “she is less in-
terested in man than man is in her.”
This, however, dces not prevent his de-
claring that ‘“her purity, constancy,
reserve and devotion,” which constitute
“her morality,” have been imposed
upon her Ly man whom the latter
pleases. Yet can it be denied that
when ‘woman breaks through her mor-
al self restraint it is usually due to
what the learned professor is pleased
to ecall man’s “interest in her?’ Is he
not a little “mixed” as to the quality
and origin of woman’s morality?

At least, unlike his predecessors, Pro-
fessor Thomas seeks a remedy for the

“irregularity, pettiness, ill health and
unserviceablenéss of modern woman,”
and. he finds it not only in a oeml
and cultural education, but fa “a spe-

‘on wives' demands upon their hus-

Mummmmm-
rimonial situation by putting a curb

bands’ attentions and must proyide a
iore solid basis of association by
bringing women in the same general
world of interest as men.

On this ground Professor Thomu.
who, by the way, says many equally
wise things and a few less so, will no
doubt be met by most earnest modern
women, The important point for the
progress and happiness of society at
the present jancture is that women
and men shall stand together and un-
derstand each other, for, as the book
of Genesis says, “God created man
* * * and male and female he created
them” —that is, they are one. :

A Famous Physician’s Advice.

There is a famous physician who
has given much of his time to the
study of rest. He has worked out
some good plans for tired men and
women which have benefited them.

This doctor says that plenty of fresh
air day and night and one hour’s walk
is enough for any woman. Her con- |
stitution does not need any more exer-
cise than is given by a three mile spin.
If she is in the city she cannot go at
such a rate of speed, but on springy
country roads she can turn out,from
two to three miles a day and find her-
self in fit condition,

This is the only exercise, he thinks,
that does not exhaust the heart, irri-
tate the nerves and overwork the mus-
cles. He does not object to light ten-
nis, indifferently, played, but tennis as
the American girl plays it is simply
out of the question. She ‘wants to
play like a man, and she plays against
men. She plays too long, and the cold
shower bath which she takes at the
end is too serious a shock. This doc-
tor has a good deal to say on the sub-
ject of annual vacations. He now has
his hands full of sick and ratigued !
women - who have overdone the vaca- |
tion theory.

They work for ten months in a year
in some way, whether for wages or
not, without giving themselves any
rest, then lump their rest all in a few
weeks or less during the summer.

They do unaccustomed things which
exhaust a body already tired and come
back home generally unfit for the win-
ter.

To quote him, he says: “Nine out of
ten women feel worse after a vacation
than when they started and are un-
able to resume work properly. A wo-
man does not need a long rest, but a
great number of short ones.

“It is better to rest four separate
half hours a day than to go like mad
through the week and rest sixteen
hours on Sunday. It is better to di-
vide the twelve months of work into
stated half holidays rather than take
two months after ten months of ex-,
haustion.™

! Euchre Decorations.

Place a high glass vase with two or
three long stemmed white roses in the
center of your table. Around the base
of the vase arrange the picture cards—
bowers, kings and queens—from a
pack in a circle like a doily. |

The ices can be served in boxes simu- |
lating a pack of cards, and paper nap-
kins on which cards are printed will |
add to the decorative scheme.

Make sandwiches and cakes in shape
of hearts, diamonds, clubs and spades ‘
and have heart and diamond shaped
dishes for bonbons and salted nuts.

As artificial light always adds a |
charm, exclude daylight, as your eu-
chre is an afternoon affair, and light
the room with candles. Get together |
as many candelabra and candlesticks |
as you can find places for putting them |
on sideboard, shelf, bracket—every- |
where except on the table. They will |
give the room a soft, pretty light not
attainable with gas or electricity.

At each cover place a playing card,
face up, alternating the black and red
suits. Duplicate these cards from an-
other pack, and as the guests enter
the dining room deal out one that cor-
responds to each place card, giving the
women red and the men black, if men
are present., In this way the guests
will find their places at tables or part-
ners with whom they are to converse, If
refreshments are passed around, the ta-
ble may be further decorated at each
corner with a house of balanced cards,
such as children delight in building,
and any person unfortunate enough to
knock one down must build it again
for the amusement of all present.

For prizes the shops are showing
chocolate jugs, water pitchers and can-
dlesticks in a cream white porcelain
decorated with playing cards. There
are, too, little figures of the devil stand-
ing on a card that are very amusing
and good for booby prizes.

Titled New Yorker Raises Poultry.

Poultry raising has become the chief
diversion of Lady Crdaven, formerly
Cornelia Martin of New York. It is fif-
teen years since the shy girl, then
barely sixteen years old, faced a con-
gregation of 2,000 persons in Grace
church and went to the altar as the
bride of the weak looking young Eng-
lishman. here were many that day
who predicted trouble for the child
wife, but Lady Craven has been one
American wife in Europe to find hap-
piness. At the Craven estate, Coombe |
ebbey, in Warwickshire, she has one

geese and turkeys in England. As a|
Juck fancier she has taken many first | i
prizes with her multicolored Manda- |
rins, Carolinas and Bahamas. She also I
has won many firsts in the ornamental '
geese class with specimens of the gray
Ceriopsis, the white feathered Sebas-
topol and the barred Magellanic. The
proudest! possession of Lady Craven's
poultry yard, however, is the buff
‘laced Wyandotte which she imported
m this country. Lady Craven gives.
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FROM GARRET

to Cellar you neced
good Furniture and
we can supply it. Our
present assortment in-
cludes many attract--
ive pieces of

FINE FURNITURE

suited to every room
in the house. Our stock
1S always complete
and our prices always
interesting.

WON’T YOU LET US SHOW IT TO YOU ? -
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The Winn Furniture Co.

BOWILLING ALILEY

SMITH @ RATLIFF

have opened a first-class Bowling Alley in the
Bean Building on Le\ungton Avenue.

Special attention will be given ladies who will
have days specially set apart. \

'LADIES FREE FRIDAY AFTERNOON NOY. 13th

Bowling Parties Will Be Taken Care Of.

To Whom It May Goncern:

File your telegrams with
“THE POSTAL’” destined
to Cincinnati, O., as we
have a direct wire to this
point. Try us once and I
am sure our quick service
and politeness will bring
you back.

‘“The quickest service can
only be had by direct wires.”’

Office : Brown-Proctoria.
BOTH PHONLES.

Yours respectfuily,

L. M. BUTSCH.

Manager.

The Capitol of the Unit-
ed States is painted with
HARRISON'S READY
MIXED PAINT.

Doesn’t this seem to
show thatit would be a
good paint for you to use?

Send for Sample Cards.

Baber & Reeves,

No. 9 E. Broadway.

Rawlin's Store

wants to sell you your

Lard Cans,
Meat Grinders,

Buicher knives.

Also your
Husking Gloves.

Come to see me.

T. C. RAWLINS.

$|oo,obo
$160,000

Capital,~. . . .
Undivided Profits,

Wim;hester_ﬂank

WINCHESTER, KY,

N. H. WITHERSPOON,

PRESIDENT.

of the finest collection of hens, ducks, !}

W. R. SPHAR, /
/

CASHIER. ¥

SOLIGITS YCUR

Hot Soda

SIMPLY DELICIOUS
SO THEY ALL SAY

—but we want YOU
to come -also—then you
will say it, too. Noth-
ing so invigorating and
warming these frosty
mornings as a steam-
ing hot Tomato, Hot
Chocolate or Hot Cof-

fee at our fountain

fMartin - Cook Drug
Company.

|
|
[
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For
Drugs,
Graphophones,
HRodaks,
Paints,
Stationary,
and
Toilet Articles,
go to

Winchester DrugCo.
THE STORE OF QUALITY.

Both Phonos 46.
MEENETENS GEEES GO TESE

r

RUFUS RASTUS
JOHNSTON BROWN

WHAT YOU GOING TO DO WHEN
THE SNOW COMES DOWN ?

IWAHE.ATERF“ ,
BUSH,

ON THE CORNER.




